A loud moan of copper broke from the bell tower and
drifted over the city of the dead, swaying liltingly and
imperceptibly in the dark., like a large bird with trans-
parent wings. ... A sleepy watchman must have lazily
pulled the bell rope with a lax, unsteady hand. The bra-
zen sound melted in the air and died. But before its last
thrill had faded, the bell of night, roused and alert,
rang out sharp and clear. The sultry air vibrated soft-
ly, and through the gloomy drone of quivering copper
there stole the rustle of bones, and the crackle of dry
voices.
Again I heard the dull tirades of boring stupidity, the
sticky words of dead vulgarity, the insolent voices of
triumphant hypocrisy, the vexed grumble of self-conceit.
All the thoughts that people live in in the towns came to
life, but not one of which they could be proud. All the
rusty chains that fetter the soul of life jangled and clanged,
but the light that illumines the darkness of men's souls
flared never once.
"Where are the heroes?"' I asked of the Devil.
"They are modest, and their graves are forgotten.
They were oppressed in life, and in the graveyard, too,
the dead bones crush them!" he replied, waving his wings
to dispel the oily smell of decay that closed in on us like
a dark cloud in which the grey, dull voices of the dead dug
like worms.
The shoemaker said that he was the first among the
people of his profession who deserved the gratitude of his
descendants since it was he who invented narrow-toed
boots. A scientist who had described a thousand different
varieties of spiders in his book averred that he was the
greatest of all scientists. An inventor of artificial milk
in